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is a war. 0 happy dog I Give him a bone, a biscuit,
a good word, and a scamper in the woods, and his
cup of joy is full. Would that my needs were as few
and as easily satisfied.

And now his biscuit is safe and I have the rare
privilege of rejoicing with Sir Frederick Banbury.
I do not know that I should go as far as he seems to
go, for in that touching little speech of his at the
Cannon Street Hotel he indicated that nothing in
the heavens above or in the earth beneath should
stand between him and his dogs. " In August
1914," he said, " my son went to France. The night
before he left he said, ' Father, look after my dogs
and horses while I am away/ I said, 'Don't you
worry about them/ He was killed in December, and
I have got the horses and dogs now. As I said to
Mr. Bonar Law last year, I should like to see the man
who would tell me I have not to look after my son's
dogs and horses." Well, I suppose that if the choice
were between a German victory and a dog biscuit,
the dog biscuit would have to go, Sir Frederick. But
I rejoice with you that we have not to make the
choice. I rejoice that the sentence of death has
om^ your dead son's horses and dogs andi

from that noble creature under the cherry tree.
Look at him, barking now at the cows, now with
docjuent appeal to me, and then, having caught my
eye, burning sgortiv^ to worry the hated rope. He
knows that my intentions this morning are honour-
I think he feels that, in spite of appearances,